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“ Ever since the arrival of the University Crews at Putney, 
puts it, the spirits of the boys in blue. Somehow, his 


the towiny-path, just to flick up, 
quite a contrary effect, as several of the said boys have returned home 


day last that Papa had accepted the post of Starter, frantic efforts were made to either postpone the race or to poison Poor 
Papa had by mistake loaded his signal gun with stones, no one was killed.—Toorsie. 


Poor Pa has been making himself obnoxiously conspicuous on 
presence seems to have had 


SUGAR AND WATER. 


ON June 15, 1833, the wife of an upholsterer, named 
Renault, living at No. 91 Rue du Temple, Paris, was brue 
tally murdered. 

It was an -old - fashioned house, 
approached through a passage. On the third floor were the 
living-rooms of the Renault family (three in number, the’ 
husband, the wife, and a little girl ), and there was also, on 
the same floor, a showroom, to which customers were fre- 
quently sent from Renault's shop in an adjoining street. 

This particular day Renault had promised to take his 
wife and daughter out for a promenade, and as the time 
approached, he sent the child round from the shop to tell 
‘her mother to get ready. She returned to say she could not 
make her mother hear; but, going back again, on the stair- 
case, close to her mother's door, she met a man ina blue 
great-coat, who, as he passed her, called to a man above, 
“Shut the door.” “ Do not shut it. sir,” said the little girl, 
“T want to goin.” but the door was slammed to, and the 
men hurried downstairs, The sceond man wore a brown 
coat. 

The little girl, much astonished, let the two men pass. ane] 
knocked at the door. Then suddenly she saw some blood 
upon the landing-place, and ran screaming down to the por- 
ter's lodge. Renault was sent for. the door was broken open, 
and the corpse of the poor woman found lying ina pool of 
blood. Her throat was cut, the head and body covered 


with a dark entry, 


“ Lost half a crown on the Grand National, have yon? Do you think I'm going to 
stan here like some dumb fool, while your vile gambling habits bring us all to the 
workhouse? There's a heel of a Dutch cheese in the washhouse if you're hungry.” 


ae ae 
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with wounds, the hands dreadfully monsied. A fearful struggle 
mnust have taken place. There were bluod stains all over the rooms, 

Between forty and fifty pounds in gold, silver and copper, and 
twenty pounds’ worth of jewellery had been stolen, and with this 
the thieves had made off. As was afterwards ascertained, they at 
first started at a sharp walk, and then began to run. About a hun 
dred yards from the scene of the crime they passed a woman, and. 
as they did so, she heard something jingle on the pavement, and 
called to the men to come back. After a moment's Hesitation, the 
shortest of the two returned and picked upa silver spoon which 
had fallen out of his pocket. He re-pocketed it hastily and joined 
his companion, and they ran on again for some distance, when, out 
of breath, they slackened their pace. As they turned a corner, 2 
commissionaire exclaimed aloud, Those are two thieves, Dll 
swear, Pvea good mind to collar them !” 

Just behind this, a child, who had passed them, spoke to the 
woman already referred to, and aid, * Did you not see those men?! 
The little one is covered with blood.” 

Meanwhile, the two assassins, having peeped round to see if they 
were observed, entered a quict ca nd slid into the darkest corner 
they could find, ordering two glasses of sugar and water; then, 
leaning their elbows on the table, and turning their backs to the 
door, they talked together in a low tone. Close by them was a 
small, partially-glazed window, behind which a laundress was at 
work, This girl, peeping through, was much struck by the eada- 
verous and sinister face of the one she could best see. % Look at 
that man,” said she toa companion, “He looks as if he had just 
committed some crime.” The two robbers catching sight of her, 
rose quickly from their seats, paid their score and went away. 

After they had gone, it was found that they had not touched the 
sugar served to them, but had emptied the decanter of water under 
the table, They had, in fact, only come in to wash the blood stains 
from their hands. 

The police at once suspected two convicts only recently set at 
liberty, named Lesage and Soutilard, who formed part of a gang of 
the most desperate wretches whose trade was eet These being 
cleverly caught, were tried all together, and variously sentenced, 
death being that of the assassins of Madame Renault. 

At the trial, Lesage and Souttlard were ordered to don the blue 
and brown coats they had worn on the day of the crime, and the 
little girl who had met them on the staircase was thrown into a 
state of great terror at the sight of them. In the dock, after the 
sentence, Soufilard raised his pocket-handkerchief to his mouth, 
and on his way to his cell he was seized by violent convulsions, 
He had poisoned himself in the dock with arsenic. 

Remedies were applied, but in vain, and after passing a night in 
atrocious agonies. he died, 

Lesage, when told of his death, said it was a weak thing to do, 
and would be supposed by others to be a proof of his guilt. He 
himself was determined to face the scattold courageously, Never- 
theless, finding an opportunity, he hanged himself froma bar in 
the window of his cell. and the guillotine was not needed in his 
case either, 

* * * * * * 
LAITIST FROM THE SEET OFF Wor. 
wee ar stony broke bois. eveliny av took er saivins to thee post- 
oftis, for a nole weak. the tottrin fabrick avad nothin in iss pocket 
wen wee avelp him upp to bedd. unkle bofin must be waylay, 
pore ole mann. billium iss a sharpnin a nife. 
(Nert week, * The Eye-Witness.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 2 


a 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped cneelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Send the stamps for postage, Bos, We can't return the sketch 
without, Why not try a mustard plaster? WILE, that will 
make him shout, Go it, Raw Scot, keep on trying, Asan artist 
he will shine; If you draw such handsome ladica Soon yowll 
hang upon “the line.” Thanks, Yours TRULY, for suggestion, 
Sorry we cannot pawn s The OLD'UN never could qrow ahiskers, 
And he hates the thought of dye. That Jishy joke of Soles, R. 
MELVILLE, Las for long been known to all. Your picture's nicely 
coloured, SCARE BAGs, And it now adorns our wall. Patience, 
CooKE, old man, don't hurry; Crowds are awaiting to be shown 
With the * F.0.8.8" portraits, Though it's awkward we must own, 
Thank you, RE. for your picture, But we cannot use it noe. If we 
published your sketch, H.P., We fear it might cause a row, “Can 
you wonder, foolish HETTy, that the tripe refused to melt 2, Why, 
the way you tricd to cook it Must hare made it tough as felt. 
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SIX CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of ri ere Varras Boy, or Girl 
), whe shall happen to meet 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


oo 


Miss Tabitha. Above all, my dear niece, never marry a man who 
is intellectually your inferior. 

The Nicec, But 1 shall have to, my dear aunt, or else remain 
single. os 

s 

Jones, The St. Nicholas Patent Fire Extinguishing Company's 
premises caught tire last night. 

Smith, Do much damage? 

Jones, They saved the building, but the stock was all destroyed. 

ee 
LIKE the ivy, woman clings, 
So, at least, the poet sings ; 
But she never yet has been 
Reckoned like the ivy—green, 
es 
7. 

THERE are ructions at Sloper Hall. Things are not going so 
bally smooth as they might do, SLorer is always a serious. 
minded man, and tries to keep festivals as they ought to be kept. 
Still, although Easter-time is coming on soon, he need not have 
tried to turn Mrs. Sloper into hot-cross buns by whacking her with 
the rolling-pin while she was enjoying her afternoon siesta on the 
drawing-room sofa. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 465.—The “ Little Coxon " Costume. 


Shabby Party. 
James, No. 
Shabby Party. 


Master in, James ? 
Aw—when will he be in? 


James. Just as soon as you've gone. 


“Mr. Duphar’s rendering of that 
spirited song, ‘The Gallant Fusilicrs,’ 


in character, was much admired.”"— 
Local Paper. 


= Think not, gentle reader, that the canse of Jessic's gricf is that she has been 
Jilted by a cruel lover, or that she is in physical pain. All the matter is that she 
cannot quite decide whether to wear a 


Boat Race in, 


Verily, this is a world of 


ark blue or light blue dress to attend the 
woe! 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Leopardromedary. 


‘attract her to the door. 


"Saturday, March 25, 1023. 


“One kiss on a nice girl's mouth is worth two hands in your 
master’s till.” It is a curious thing, but, for all that, potted wisdom 
doesn’t romp about the world te general-like, SLOPER is the 
only real straightforward, double relled philosopher in’ ex 
tence, “One watch in your pocket is worth two at your uncle 
“One tart beside you is worth half a brace beside another cove in 
another cove's conservatory.” SLOPER is getting so wise, that we 
shall have to let him out as a warning to the ever-develuping 
inebriates. + 


Clara. Yes, dear, such a nice fellow !—a literary man, too—gets 
his living by brain work. He calls his earnings “The fruits of 
imagination.” . 

Gladys, How nice! What does he write, dear—novelettes and 

i ye? 
seh No, dear, not exactly—er—er—he writes the advertise. 
ments for an electric belt natnufreturer. 


* 
A FIRE is a paradox 
Quite, we are told ; 
It always gets hotter 
The more it gets coaled, 


Tle had just been elected to the club, and it was with a-men-that- 
broke-the-bank-at-Monte-Carloist sort of air that he thang himself 
into a cushion-tyred hansom, and bawled up through the trap, 
“Haw! cabby, Junior Boundaws, aw!" A look of disgust passed 
over the driver's face. “'Ere, guv'nor,” he said, “you'll “ave to 
come out o' that. D'ye ‘ear? 1 tell you J me just going back to 
the yard; now you don’t ketch me drivin’ to no bluomin’ Shore. 
ditch.” + 


Indignant Author, It simply amounts to this—if Iam not worth 
£109 week to you I'm not worth anything. een 
Editor (with cold-blooded brutality), Yes, that’s quite true ; and 


you're not worth £10 a week to me. 
s 


s 
THE following advertisement from an esteemed contemporary 
reads just a little bit quisby, but no doubt some intelligent reader 
can reconcile the two statements: “House to Let. 2 2). Heal. 
thiest part of England, Gravel subsoil, Pure water, Most salu- 
brious neighbourhood. Good opening for a medical man. 
ss 


= 
First Working Man, Wot's the row tween you and your guv'nor, 
ill? 


Second Working Man. Why, it’s like this, Tom; he wants us 
chaps to work on shares like. 
irst Working Man, Well? , 
Scoond Working Man. Well, don't yer see, if we don't do any 
bloomin’ work, we sha'n't get no money. It won't suit us, I can 
tell yer. *\* 


THE most famous instance that we know of modesty absolutely 
shocked was when Ruperto saw the very latest serpentine dance as 
ever is. He blushed so hard that it melted the doorkey in his 
trousers pocket, and, as he couldn't wake ‘em up at home, he had 
to sit on the molten metal on the doorstep till it cooled. 

Ld 


s 
Interrrewer. But tell me, Mrs, Scrubley, why do you laundresses 
rub out the edges of cuffs, collars and shirts so persistently? : 
Mrs, Scrubley. Because they gets soiled sooner when they’re a 
bit frayed, and wants washing az‘in sooner. 
-? 
s 
“Ir was all very well,” says yohnnie Spoofery, “for that ola 
chappie to write: . 
“¢He cither fears his fate too much, 
Or his desert is small, 
Who fails to put it to the touch, 
To win or lose it all ;’ 


“but folks would have understood him ever so much better if he 
had written : . ; 
“He either funks his partner's trumps, 
Or else his own are small, 
Who never tries a bit of bluff 
To mnyetify them all.” 


* . . . 

THERE'S one good use of SLOPER this early gpring-time, yet his 
friends are always unkind on him, as thry shouldn't be. The latest 
wheeze about him is that the local nurseryman gets him to go on 
all-fours and breathe on the crocuses—I mean the bulbs—because 
his breath is so bally hot it causes em all to come into bloom in 
half an hour. This is a good speculation. 

s 


= 

First Pothouse Politician, My opinion is that the punishment 
ain't severe enough. I says as how a man as commits bigamy 
should be transported for life. ’ ‘ ; 

Second Pothouse Politician. 1 don't agree with you. ’Cos why? 
A man as gets rid of one wife, and then goes and marries another, 
must be clean off his head, and cons'quently ain t ‘sponsible for his 
actions, *.* 


THERE are some girls so sensitive that they would really «ic 
from next to nothing. We know of one poor girl who recently 
went into a galloping consumption from the simple fact of a tly 
settling on her shoulder which had recently stood with its two left 
forefeet on a damp half-yard of tucker edging. 

.* 


* 
Doss House, not a Hundred Miles from Drury Lane. 
Official. Yes, we've been losing blankets every night. Some of 
our lodgers take them away with them in the morning. 
Visitur (after examining size, etc. of blanket), Ah, no doubt ; 


they use them as chest-flannels. 
ss 


s 
Rev. Mr. Cantwell. I don’t believe those anecdotes of sermons 
being written impromptu, as it were, and knocked off ina couple 
of hours. Now, I always sleep over my sermons. 
Member of the Congregation. By Jove! So do I. 
ss 


* 

THEY were speaking about the thought-reader who had just been 
2xperimenting with them, and one observed, “It’s a marvellous 
pitt! I wish I had it.” “But think of the drawback, old man, 
said his friend. “What is that?” “Why, you would know every- 
body's real opinion of you.” And now they are no longer friends. 


* 
THERE was a young lady named Det, 
Who indulged ina mild cigarette ; 
That’s a month past to-day, 
But we're sorry to say 
She hasn't got over it yet. 


* 

THERES a young man out our way who lays himself out to be 
the most immortal bard that was cver created. His last poem 
began with: “When Emma sat upon my lap, And T gave her an 
awful slap,” was said to have made the late Lord Tennyson rank 
with jealousy. But, after all, that was not in any way equal to hi- 
very latest: “When Tootsie kissed me, darling, fust, It sounde:! 
like a boiler bust.” Poetry is walking about the parks generalls 
quite rampageous-like. There can't be any manner o' doubt about 
that, then. *\° 


WHEN Barnaby Boosey returned home the other evening, or. 
rather, morning, he found that his much better half liad locker 
him out. His knocks brought her to the window. but failed te 
“Tf this wasn't a lock-out, FE guess itd 
a strike,” said Boosey. Then he added, “I spose you think=h 
you've got the key of the situation. eh?” “Never mind about the 
key of the situation,” replied the wife of his bosom, as she slamme 
down the window ; “anyway, you've got the key of the street. 


Saturday, March 25, 1893.) 
TOOTSIE ON FIBS. 


_s 


Wr have it on high authority that there was once a bor who 
told a lie and was eaten up by ation, Charles Reade says, “ Every 
le. great or sinall, is a precipice, the depths of which nothing but 
cs Omniscience can 
fathom.” Accord. 
ing to Lord Burn- 
ham, * Lying is a 
venerableand use- 
ful accomplish. 
ment.” An 
Harrison Ains- 
worth tells us that 
whatever were 
Mr. John Shep- 
pard’s little fail- 
Ings, he never told 
a lie, 

People seem to 
differ about lies. 
I, in my small ex- 
Perens have 

nown people 
who never, never, 
never would tell a 
lie. They would 
rather take the 
train, or the 'bus, 
or a cab even to 
tell you the whole 
truth about your- 
self. To show you 
how you were in 
the wrong, and 
what a fool they 
and every body 
else thought you, 
although you had never dreamt of asking them for their opinion. 

lerhaps some day Mr, Charles Hawtrey may come across a piece 
to suit him in which Truth reigns supreme, but just at present he 
is getting on very well with his fibs and coedi idles. nce upon 
atime, before Charles Wyndham turned serious, he used to tella 
few. and how the house roared at them! But he won't tell any 
more since he has turned serious. 

The Sportsman, now drawing large houses at the Comedy, is an 
adaptation of Monsicur chasse, and I read in the newspaper that 
“the unsavoury matter in the original is entirely omitted” I have 
hot seen the original, but 1 can imagine where the difference lies. 
Anyhow the Family Circle Edition is very funny and free from 
uuything at which even the most well-regulated girl could take 
exception, Even Tottie Goodenough and Lardi Longsox, who are 
absurdly prudish in their ideas, could tind nothing to complain of. 

Charles H. Hawtrey has settled down and married Lottie Venne, 
and has sworn to give up what in the English version is call 
gambling. When the play begins, however, he gambols—1 mean 


Mr. Perkins: W. F. WAWTREY,. 


Mrs, Briscoe: 
LorTig VENNE. 


Dr. Hotroyd: 
CHARLES GROVES, 


rambles again, He can't help it. ‘The Gambling Club he goes to 
is in the King’s Road, Chelsea. Now there is one, Dr. Charles 
Groves, who was once engaged to Lottie Venne, and is still on 
Visiting terms after she is married, and when he hears that the 
other Charles is constantly from home, and on those occasions is 
supposed to be out shooting, he doesn’t believe it, and says as 
much to the other Charles's little Mrs. The little Mrs.’s suspicions 
thus aroused, she is naturally in a bad way, but Charles, the 
Champion Ananias, explains away all the doctor's objections, and 
his wifey-pifey is once more happy. 

Away goes Charles in his shooting costume, the Doctor this time, 
however, seeing him to the station and seeing him off. But as soon 
us he is gone than who in all the world should turn up but poor old 
Verkins Hawtrey—the Perkins with whom Charles is always going 
shvoting. “Such a nice man, too!” this Perkins, according to 
Charles. And the worst of it is Per- 
kins isn't in the plot. He knows 
nothing about Charles’s constant 
visits. He is no sportsman himself, 
and has never even fireda gun. The 
little Mrs, don't believe a word of it. 
He isan accomplice. She tlogs him 
with his own walking-cane; she 
smashes his hat; he tlies, and the 
curtain falls on Act I. 

In Act II. we find that Charles 
Groves has by accident taken apart- 
ments in the King’s Road, Chelsea, 
right over the gambling club. To 
these lodgings late at night comes the 
other Charles's wife, having left her 
husband's home for ever, and begs 
Groves to take her to an hotel where 
she may remain the night. He begs 
her before anything is done to take 
supper with him, to which she agrees, 
and the landlady, a chatty person, 
while laying the table, tells how she 
and her husband were separated, and 
how she knows that when a husband 
says he is going shooting it means he 
is only hiding away to spy his 
wife's actions and pounce on her. 
The little Mrs, is territied, and hor- 
rors follow. Someone in the club has 
been taken ill, The married Charles 
rushes upstairs for the doctor. The 
wife escapes enveloped in a blanket. 
F The police make a raid on the club ; 
the married Charles jumps through a window, in his shirt-sleeves, 
the medical Charles, mistaken for him, is taken into custody, and 
—Wwell, go and see what happens next, and if you do not agree with 
ree is one of the funniest things 


me, when I say that The S, 
ou the London stage, T shall be both surprised and disappointed. 


Jarry Briscoe: C. HAWTREY 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF=HOLIDAY: 


HISTORICAL IMPOSTORS. 
No. 1.—Juiius Casar. 

SoMERopy in the historico-biographical line of business once 
said that J. Civsar's great point was “Purpose.” Quite so. He was 
born on purpose so us to be a torment to the junior forms of public 
schools. Throughout his varied career he endeavoured to make 
himself a nuisance to posterity by writing a garbled version of his 
exploits in remarkably dull language and inferior Latin, J. Cesar 
had not consulted the sibyl for nothing, and that prophetic bel- 
dame had foreseen and foretold how he should set his foot on the 
necks of generations of British schoolboys, and cause their frames 
to tingle under the cane and the birch, because they couldn't trans- 
late the boastful balderdash with which he was humbugging the 
Roman reading public. It was his malevolence and not his 

utriotism that led him on his expeditions against the Gauls, who, 
by the way, weren't Gauls at all. But that is merely a specimen of 
the method in which Casar varied the picturesque lies which he 
embodied in his “Commentaries.” 

C.J. Caesar had a very big pull over modern generals. He was 
his own special Lapa tener and he never owned up toa licking. 
Any other Romans whom he observed to be making notes on the 
battlefields of Gaul had an unpleasant time of it. It can't be 
said that they were killed exactly, but they usually looked as 
if they were waiting for interment. In this way the general 
managed a monopoly of press intelligence calculated to make 
Reuter writhe with envy, and to excite the admiration of such 
modern soldiers as have been called over the coals themselves for 
burning hostile foes in caves, and otherwise impressing on the 
enemy that they had better amend their wicked ways. 

He was the bravest man in France. He said so, and he ought to 
know. The lines on which Cwsar and Pompey came to logger- 
heads were really political, and not military. Pompey headed the 
Conservative Party and was the representative of the Senate. 
Crsar pandered to the Democratic soldiery, and, through Mark 
Antony, his dissolute lieutenant, offered to keep the canteens 
open at all hours and to abolish the licensing system. This, of 
course, won the fickle populace and ass his success. Unfor- 
tunately, however, he presumed too much, and attempting to 
convert his military dictatorship into a monarchy, with the 
monopoly of granting refreshment licences, became obnoxious to 
Brutus and Cassius, who were joint directors in a big syndicate for 
turning the Capitol into a restaurant and grill-room, and making a 

woprietary club of the Forum, with permission to members to 
bring lady friends to the fortnightly dances. Consequently, the 
shares never went to allotment, sad ia revenge, Brutus and his 
friends and partners got Cwsar when he wasn't looking, and 
stuck knives into him, without having the common decency to 
let him make a last dying speech. This, however, he had already 
preveres. and had furnished Antony with a duplicate copy, which 

e recited at the funeral, and which was subsequently translated 
into English, and adapted by W. Shakespeare, who, like most 
dramatic authors, called it “new and original,” and never paid 
copyright fees. The careers of all those interested in this disgrace- 
ful row terminated in bloodshed, and the only mementoes extant 
of Cwsar are some coins and statuary, which are not a bit like him. 
Like all Romans, he persistently dropped his h's, and as for the 
literary value of his works, it is douteful whether he wouldn't be 

Joughed for his little-go if sent to either of our Universities. He 
had a turn-up nose, and suffered from corns from wearing tight 
sandals, and, as has been described, was an educational fraud of 
the first water. Sic itur ad astra. 

(P.S.—Don’t know what this means, but the missis said this 
article was to end with something classic.— PRINTER'S DEVIL.) 

(Neat week, “Christopher Columbus.” ) 


A SONG OF ENNUI. 
WHILE others are feasting and dancing and gay 
And otherwise holding their revels, 
I'm fearfully sick and disgusted to-day— 
In fact, I've a fit of blue devils. 
Mv life seems a regular sort of a mull, 
I'm neither distinguished nor rich, 
And existence itself ix as dismal and dull 
As the water that dwells in a ditch. 


Asa youth I was told ina crowd J should pass, 
But I've noticed again and again 

Whenever | look at myself in the glass 
That I'm getting remarkably plain. 

My hair's getting thin where it hasn't got grey, 
Though it once was an elegant crop, 

And my skull has a rather impertinent way 
Of pushing itself through the top. 


Although I am wrinkled I've pimples galore 
That mix with the feet of the crow, 
And while [am getting robuster before 
I'm sadly rheumatic below. 
Whenever I stop at a foreign hotel 
Um horribly pestered with fleas, 
And if L acquire a new suit it's a sell, 
For the trousers will bag at the knees, 


I never was lucky, I never was rich, 
I haven't got learning or looks, 

Of music | don’t know the ghost of a stitch, 
And I don't care a bit for new books. 

The ladies don't like me, and as for the men 
They cut me whenever they can, 

And if I'm invited to dine now and then 
I'm a stop-gap for some other man, 


I'm sick of it all, and I don't clearly see 
Why on earth any more I should stay, 

For living has lost its attraction for me 
When what isn’t work isn’t play. 

To give up my life I am more than inclined— 
For me there are none who will sob— 

If the jury are candid I'm sure they will find, — 
“ Found drowned—and a jolly good job.” 


——. 


ONLY THINK OF IT! 

T{18 name was John Erasmus Bates, and hers Matilda Stone. He 
longed to mix their earthly fates, so spoony had he grown. At first 
the-fair Matilda gave unqunlified assent, but afterwards she seemed 
somehow to turn round and repent. She said she only was in jest, 
and John she'd never wed—she hadn’t seen in east or west so great 
a loggerhead. Whereat John silently declared he'd try all arts he 
knew ; he'd storm and threaten, weep and sigh, and swear till all 
was blue, But still Matilda wouldn't yield ; her soul was adamant. 
Against his prayers her heart was steeled; she let him tear and 
rant. At last, one day, John came to her, decision in his eye, and 
on his face a pallid berlue, like cloud on summer sky. 

“And is your judgment final now?” he asked Matilda Stone ; 
“for, if you scorn me now, 1 vow 1 will not Jive—alone!” 

Matilda, like most “tartlets,” had a sentimental side ; this tragic 
spouting made her ee, pape her pride. 

A packet then John opened up, marked with a death's head brand, 
and dropped it in a breakfast-cup he took up froma stand, An ounce 
of powder, gleaming white: he poured some water in, and drank 
down every blooming drop—as SLOPER would “down” gin. 

Matilda yelled ; she tore her hair; she made the whole place stir. 
They ran and fetched a doctor, and they brought him in to her, 
He ran his slender stomach-pump slap into John B.'s gullet, and 
made him struggle, wriggle, jump, like some fresh fish-hooked 
mullet. At last the agony was o'er. Safe in his sweetheart’s arms 
John faintly smiled. Matilda swore by all her many charms that 
ne'er again, while she had life, would she do aught to numb the 
heartstrings of this man whose wife she promised to become. 

The doctor took a guinea fee, then laughed and shook his head 
and smole at John’s SErCan ary 

“Twas spoof—and flour,” he said 


yy 


: whirling action to 


SAVED! 


—_ > 


Scene, Covent Garden Theatre, Dramatis personae. all the world 
and his wife; also a few of his lady friends, Seen from the boxes, 
the effect is pleasing 
to the eye if a little 
bewildering to the 
imagination. The 
kaleidoscopic varia- 
tions of the polychro- 
matic moving, whirl- 
ing, restless multi- 
tude, the harmonics 
of colour, the histori- 
cal and ethnological 
anomalies of fortui- 
tous juxtaposition, 
Pompadours ftlirtin; 
with Dantons, an- 
cient Britons spoon- 
ing Gitanas, Trouba- 
dours ogling Dolly 
Vardens, the Black 
Prince mashing his 
grandmother, Rosa- 
mund telling a 
Becket he is a 
naughty man— 


whirling music, in- 
terminable chatter. 

Standingat the buf- 
fet behind the or- 
chestra are standing 
a party of very choice 
spirits. The young- 
ster with the Greek 
face, in plain evening dress, is young Wyldotes, who, since ten 
months ago he atta ned_ his majority, has been doing his best to cut 
the record in the pace that kills. The lady seated beside him is Miss 
Montfalcon, xée Atkins, of the Jollity Theatre, who has solved the 
problem how to live like a lady of title ona pound a week. The 
man with the thick lips and eyebrows and the nose like a 
vulture’s beak, is Gideon Salamans, who, honest man, is always at 
hand when Wyldotes runs short with a f w nice, crisp, new Bank 
of England notes—and a slip of blue paper impressed with a 
prose “Just as a matter of form, dear boy.” Others there are 
standing around, laughing, flirting and talking, as if their life 
depended upon it. But with these we are not concerned for the 
present. 

Chink go the glasses, bang go the gilded corks. The circle of 
parasites grows wider and larger, They are toasting Wyldotes as 
the prince of good fellows. Muntz Moses is congratulating Sala- 
mans on having got a “soft thing” on. Gwendolen Montfalcon 
has just wandered off with Wyldotes alone, and the pair are soon 
seated together in a quiet, cool corner of the room. What with ex- 
citement and frequent 
imbibing, Wyldotes is 
a little muddled, so 
Montfalcon soon tires 
of his company, and 
after abstracting from 
him one of those nice, 


At the buffet. 


clean, crisp, — tissue 
papers signed by Mr. 


May, on the plea that 
she has left that dear 
little filigree purse of 
hers at home, she 
leaves him. 

The band strikes up 
another waltz, the 
dancers scurry away. 
Vor the first time this 
evening Wyldotes is 
left alone. A_ slim 
figure, enveloped in a 

lack domino and 
closely masked, ap- 
proaches him, and 
whispers, “Silly boy, 
break the meshes 
closing round you. 
While there is yet 
time, leave these falxe 
friends, these para- 
sites!” 

“Madam,” he hic- 
coughs, “how dare you ‘sult my very honoured friends! Best 
fellows in the world—goo’ ras gold !” 

“Follow me," whispers the veiled lady, “for the sake of the 
tablet in Penvallon Church.” 

He follows her without a word, sobered and subdued by the 
words, The tablet in Penvallon Church, just beside the squire’s 
eked tells of the virtues of his mother, who sleeps in the vault 

pneath the moss-grown cross in the churchyard. Her remark has 
brought him to his senses. 

In one of the corridors his companion gives hima black domino 
and mask, and side by side they return to the ballroom. Gideon 
is chatting with the Montfalcon. 

“Get him home to his rooms, ma_ tear,” he's saving.“ He's 
drunk enough now, and we'll make him play baccarat and fleece 
him of all he's got.” 

“Well, mind | have my share of the spoils,” says the siren. 
And Gideon replies, “ You alwayth do, tear.” 

But when they 
go to seck him it 
is in vain. Their 
prey has escaped. 

Yes, for ever. In 
the bright dawn, 
clothed and in his 
right mind, he is 
walking through 
the central arcade 
of Covent Garden 
Market side by side 
with his boyhood's 
sweetheart, Mary 
Maytield, the sweet 
daughter of the 
Vicar of Penvallon, 
who has taken this 
bold step to save 
him. Arm in arm 
they bend down to 
emell the masses of 
violets that the 
lumbering vans 
have just brought 
from the woods of 
Bucks and Surrey 
into London town. 
Wyldotes is now a 
married man, set- 
tled down in his 
native village. 
London life he has had enough of. Suffice it to say the wife 
of his bosom is not Gwendolen Montfaleon but Mary May tiel 
the saviour of his honour, his manhvod, aye, and even perhaps his 
life. 


Tn a quict corner, 


In Covent Garden Market, 


. 
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Me eS Oe 


Elsie has got into a carriage all to herself with the 


“1am getting on splendidly with my 


dancing. true my audience only com- 
‘ CAUSE AND EFFECT. 

Mr. Prim. 1 think I shall sell all my orchids this year, firm intention of having a cigarette during her journey. * prises my own reflection in the mirror 
Mrs, Brown. _ When too late, she discovers. that she has not a single “Why, Robert, how thin you look.” and the cat, but they seem delighted.” 


Mrs. Brown (alittle deaf). Lor, Mr. Prim ! How shocking ! match in her possession. Poor girl. “Se would you if your best cook's family had turned wegitarians.” iExtract from Letter of Young Lady. 


STA Iine ee Uk be astigiand ws rates Lee eee DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—M.- JULES FERRY. 


uf her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


AW 
My 


“Tr there is one man in the world who can give his esteemed friend, Jules Ferry, really felt proud, and smiled. “Ze vay for ALLY mon cousin Pierre, le dragon, vill 
the new President of the Senate of France, a few valuable legislative wrinkles, it is tell. See, ‘e come !"——(2) And a great big French soldier hove in sight. A. SLOPEK 
Alexander Sloper, M.P. for Shoe Lane, iikewise F.O.M., and other things,” observed thanked her profusely and remarked that he had not the slightest doubt her cousin 
that individual to the Hon. Billy. “ Besides,” he added, “my Parliamentary duties Pierre could give him the required information, but thought perhaps he had better 
have really been so excessively heavy lately that I positively feel quite chippy and ask a policeman, and making a low obeisance, turned swiftly on his heel. Ob, yes, 
that I want a little change; so here's for La Belle France!" “And where are you A. SLOVER carried out his determination—that is,as far as honouring the good 


‘No. 279.—MapaME NEILSow. thinking of putting up?" inquired Billy. “Either at Le Moulin Rouge or Le Chat people of Le Moulin Rouge and Le Chat Noir with his society,—(3 and 4) And 

: or . : Noir.” “I will accompany you.” “ Billy,” said the Eminent, sternly, “remember I tantalised Billy by showing him photographs of the young persons who waited on 

“My wealth is small, my heart is large. Take both, and make am not going for pleasure, without ‘the. pleasing duty of instructing one who—" him at those establishments, but as for those valuable legislative wrinkles, well— 

me thy bond-slave.” —The Dook Snook, “Oh, shut it!” ejaculated Lilly, in a tone of contempt not unmixed with disappoint- (5) If A. SLorg# had not inadvertently commenced by asking M. Jules Ferry fora 

«Ba ‘love-sick thi” Lord Bob. ment, which he tried in vain to conceal, IN PaARIS.—(1) “ Mar chair p'tee modist,” slight loan, sufficient to carry him back to Fleet Street, there is not the slightest 

ve pity on a love-sick you a es said A. SLOPER, “kel ay, jer voo pree, mong arnge, les chemong poor ALLY.” “Ze sible doubt the President of the Senate's store of Parliamentary knowledge woulu 

“ My parents, friends, I'll e’en desert for you, my love, for you.” vay for ALLY ?” said she, in delightful broken English. “ You know me, then, mong have been most considerably enriched. As it was—but no matter. Suffice it to say 
—The Hon. Billy. dayveen dayess?" “Ah, evs! who do not know le grand SLOPARE?” The Wreck that the Eminent arrived back in London none the better for his little outing. 


THE ELDER SOWS THISTLES. 


SSS 
= : = a a < 

(1) The Elder has acquired an unholy appetite for thistle pie, and means (2) When he was French-nailed from behind, (3) And McParritch said, “Town A'm a frien! o his, but wha could stand & 
this year to have a rare good crop, man who thinks o° nacthing but thistle tart ¥"” 
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Ghe DoeBor? 
F ‘oo, 
“I, 


ae 


Te Gre “Boab-Rac 


Lach “Birds. ~ 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Race? Why, yes; of course! Whatan unnecessary question! ‘trould be indeed but right—“ Arise, Sir Henry! Noble knight !"—Till after Easter, genial Wil. 
gue oolg Hongll alg tee ‘soumee to do AN But to business :—Across the country madl Dost ponéed has hia Home Rule Bill :—Another struggle by the Blues, Betwiet them there ia naugnt 
racing—Noble sport is steeplechasing :—The Rival Blues together meet, and for the laurel-wreat te choose :-—hack to England with the Spring, Tidings glad the birdlets bring —Aud why stould 
compete :—Again we are near quarter-day, Which brings to many folks dismay:—Why net? not our only Henry be knighted? He well deserves it,——-LHE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


' 9 
eo 
its 


= 
| = 
SUFFICIENT REASON., = 
“Hullo, Joe! are you going in for being a nigger minstrel ? or: = — ; : 
have you been chummin’ on with chimney-sweeps?” “ Neither, Ee eee he 


dear boy. I've just been ly bath in the Thames.” : soa 1s 
ef : Ser ey © Uh, harp of my country, in darkness J found thee!" 


Strange behaviour of Mr. Davies Jones after a Welsn 
mueical evening, with just a dash of Iriel. 


c “D'jeer, guv'nor, will it rain termorrer ?” 
ae a) FRIENOLY REMINDER. — * fas douce should J know, boy 7" 
ho are yer lookin’ at: “Only you, mate, Don't you know: | dle, Are you fond of dancing ? : “Fort them mov-starches wus tu show yer which wa: 
; y 0 ye J y 
“u've dropped your Lloumin’ boots ?” She. Nu; vut my busbaud dislikes it, and I love to annoy him. the wind bicw,” 


o4 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—_s— 


DURING the past few davs we have one and all been accosted 
with * Wot's yer fur!” “Gacn, take it off!" “Who's going to 
win?” and a host 
of similar exela- 
mations. But let 
this pass. Boat 
Race day, if 
nothing else, af- 
fords a splendid 
opportunity to 
the feminine sex 
to decorate them- 
selves in wouder- 
ful confections of 
Blue, and disport 
upon the banks of 
the Thames be- 
tween Putney and 
Mortlake, The 
Eminent during 
training period 
has not been idle. 
Day by day he has 
sauntered along 
the towing path, 
making himself 
obnoxious among 
oarsmen gene- 
rally. Members 

~ . of the rival crews 
will go back to 
their respective 
Universities beg 
ing with them plenty of advice, but whether good or bad we 
should not like to say. If they do not swear by the F.O.M. they 
will probably swear at him. But A. SLOPER cares not. He has 
done his duty to the best of his ability, and if he has not gathered 
in the Jaurel wreath the fault is none of his. 


* 

Tommy Burwns’s—or as he is now known, Professor Thomas 
Burns—big dive from the dome of the Westminster Aquarium into 
n Tank of Water below is a plucky thing for any man to do, 
A. SLOPER was to have done it, but at the last moment, when the 
directors said they could not run toa Zank of Gin and Water, he 
cried off. Another instance of spoiling the ship for a hap'orth of 
“ Unsweetened.” oe 

s 


Tne Hampstead Police, influenced by the balmy air of that 
ri-ti-too-rooral-ising suburb, gave a concert at the Vestry Hall, quite 
recently, in aid of the funds of the Metropolitan and City Police 
Orphanage. A. SLOPER was present in the uniform of the S Division, 
and, with the exception of being chucked when the programme 
was only half finished, upheld the dignity and respectability of the 
gentle peeler. “° 


THE curtain has rung up at Lincoln, and once more is the 
sporting world plunged into the throes of flat racing. And right 
royally will the racing season 
be welcomed by all its adher- 
ents. After four months of 
cold, fog, and hard work, a 
little relaxation is necessary, 
und what comprises a better 
holiday than a few days spent 
at one of our racing centres? 
Already is loveliness turning 
over its wardrobe and whispers 
of Ascot, and “What shall we 
wear there?" can be, even thus 
early, overheard. Trotting is 
also likely to become a popular 
pastime this year. Mr. F’. Cath- 
cart announces his first meeting 
at Alexandra Park for April 
l7th. ee 

* 

THE grandest of all philan- 
thropists, ALLY SLOPER, Esq., 
wishes to tender his best thanks 
to all those who by their kindly 
help have raised the amount of 
“Ally’s Christmas Appeal” to 
£200. With this sum, the 
Ancient One has been enabled 
to help 1600 destitute and suf- 
fering people with half a crown 
each —an achievement which 
A, SLOPER is proud of. He 
takes this opportunity of point- 
ing out that inasmuch asall expense of advertising and distributing 
the moneys has been borne by himself, every penny,subscribed has 
found its way into the hands of those it was intended to help. The 
height of ALLY’s noble ambition is attained, aud nothing more 
remains but for him to again thank his supporters for their very 
timely aid. *,° 


WE are desired by Snatcher to say that, in spite of what the 
Star reports, he is net the dog whoa few days back stole a piece 
of beef from a butcher's shop, and whose master, Mr. Christopher 
Baker, of 21 Dryden Road, Wimbledon, took it from him, and 
placed it under his coat. Snatcher scorns the act, and would never 
get ALLY into trouble. The spurious Snatcher was the means of 
getting his guv'nor fourteen days. 


* 

In The Amazons, the new play at the Court Theatre, Arthur 
Pinero has scored yet another success. and it seems to us that his 
latest cfYort will 
compare favour. 
ably with any of 
his previous ones, 
The piece is excel- 
lently worked out, 
and most of the 
situations,although 
simple, are amongst 
the funniest of their 
kind, consequently 
laughter prevails 
throughout the 
fouracts, Acapital 
company has been 
gathered together 
to join in the inter- 
pretation of the 
piece, among 
whom, Fred Kerr, 
Weedon Gros- 
smith, Rose Leclerq 
and Lily Hanbury 
shine most conspic- 
uously. » « 

* 


ALLY is very 
jeased to see that 
nis old friend, 
Brother Robert J. Rogers, the Harrow Road Newsagent, has been 
installed Worshipful Master of the Westbourne Lodge (No. 733), 
ape wishes him a prosperous and happy year of oftice. Good old 
Mason! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


WISHING to have yet another look at the wrestling lion. and 
to sample the programme generally, A. SLOPER, one evening List 
week, weighed into the Ox- 
ford) Music- Hall, and) was 
received in state by Mr. C, 
Brighten, the leader of the 
orchestra, and several other 
members of the stall. A few 
“Unsweetened’s” was 
sufficient toupen the Ancient 
One's eyes to the fact that 
an entertainment was bein Nod, 
dished up for his especia’ “Wa. ASE = 
benetit, and for that, of 4 £ ‘ 
Oxford patrons 
generally, far above the . 
common order, Every 
turn met with his approba- | 
tion, and there was not 
an indifferent turn 
during the evening. Of 
course it goes without say- 
ing that the hall was crow- 
ded, With such artistes as 
Charles Godfrey, Sam_ Red- 
fern, James Fawn, Fannie 
Leslie, Kate James, etc., ete., 
engaged, it could not well 
be otherwise, 


course, of 


, 
+. she bs 


~ 
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THE short” memoir by Ge 
John Power Hicks, M.A,, of s 
T. Hewitt Key, for many 
years Head Master of Uni- 
versity College School, has 
been read by the F.O.M. with unusual interest. A long, long time 
ago, Professor Key tried to impart useful information on various 
subjects to A. SLOPER, in Gower Street, but signally failed in 
driving it home. It wasn't dear old Key's fault. 


s 
Ix the fond hope of pigeon pie (with very little steak) in the 
near future, A. SLOPER is offering prizes to the Brighton Flying 
Club. Trusting to the generosity of the Preston Cycling Club, to 
present him with a sin de siecle bicycle to work off the indigestion 
consequent on the pigeon-pie, the Old ’Un is giving them a prize 
also. Who, after this, will say ALLY does not speculate? 


= 

“T THINK, feyther, it wouldn't be a bad move if we kept a few 
cocks and hens in the back garding at Mildoo Court,” cackled the 
Blue-Orbed [ncubatist, the other day, over his matutinal egg. “ This 
‘ere shop ‘un is aboutas ‘igh as Cleopatra's Needle.” And A. SLOPER, 
bearing in mind the approach of Easter, promised to give his son's 
suggestion very carefu consideration. Cock-a-doodle-doo ! 

s 

RECENTLY the recipient of a pressing invitation from the Joint 
Eclipse Committee to accompany the British expedition to Brazil 
in order to witness the solar 
eclipse on April 16th, it is 
with great sorrow that 
A.SLOPER has to decline 
it. Pleasure must always 
give way to business, and 
A. SLOPER is at present 
overburdened with 
the latter commodity. Be- 
sides, A. SLOPER'S astro- 
nomnical observances have 
convinced him that seeing 
stars is more in kis line 
than gazing at the vagaries 
of the sun, and he will bet 
odds that not even Brazil 
can trot out a grander dis- 
ply of stars than he nightly 

holds whilst embracing 
a Fleet Street Jamp-post. 


TUF. removal of Sloper'a 
Stall at the Royal Aqua- 
rium, Westminster, from 
its old site must not be 
looked upon as yet another 
to be added to the long list 
of chucks which the Old 
*Un has experienced during 
an somewhat up-and- 
downish career, ‘The truth 
is, the management wanted 
the space to effect an en- 
trance to their concert-hall. and ALLY, true-born scion of a noble 
house that he is, did the polite, and gracefully retired. Mr. Ritchie. 
the meaning director, and Mr. Wilkinson. the secretary, both 
assured the Fabric that if he didn’t reap a just reward ior his act 
of graciousness on this earth, he certainly stood a very good chance 
somewhere else (?). Anyhow, the Sloper Stall is in working order 
again on its new site, and general jey prevails. 


s 
Asa publication we are very fond of Amsrers, and we admire 
the way in which it is conducted, but our admiration does not go 
so far as to sanction the re-publication in it of matter which has 
been specially written for “ ALLY SLorer’s HALr-HOLtDay,” 
and paid for by us. Ina very proper spirit A xsiers owus up its 
sins in their issue for March Isth. 
* 


Foots and their money soon part, and so, seemingly, do girls 
and their mashes; that is to say, when the latter have n 
spoofed of nearly all their belongings. 
A young American, having spent nearly 
five thousand pounds in presents on his 
lady-love in three months, recently found 
himself on the verge of bankruptcy. 
Naturally he turned for sympathy to the 
woman who had lured him on to ruin, 
and received for his pains the “ Order of 
the Chuck.” What the young lady's feel- 
ings must be now that her victim has 
committed suicide it is difficult to im- 
agine. Even New York ballet girls must 
have hearts, ee 

= 


Goon old Edgar Smart, F.O.S., has 
been pliying at the Parkhurst Theatre to 
crowded houses, Londoners would 
more fortunate if he played a little oftener 
in the Metrolopus, Me's a good all-round 
actor, and, in A. SLOPER’s opinion, a 
cracknel of the first water. 


s 

THt UNIversaAL ProvipER has this 
day been pleased to confer his “ Award of 
Merit” upon Mons. GANIVET, because he 
ia one of the funniest Frenchmen eatant, 
“Feyther,” chirruped the Cerulean-Orbed 
One, “if you were on'y to diet yer own 
blooming carcass on fried frogs and 
grilled snails you might be of some use to 
yer feller countrymen; at present—” 
3ut at this period, Nemesis, in the shape 
of A. SLOPER, grasped the youthful scion of a noble race by 
the ie of his trousers, and yet another lamb was led to the 
stauchter, 


(Saturday, March 25, 1893. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 18T APHIL, 1893, 
mp 


26th March, 1827.—Under this date, Howe says that “0; 
Easter Sunday, for every year, after divine service in the afternou:, 
at the parish of Biddenden, Kent, there are, by the churchwarde:,~ 
given to strangers about 1000 rolls. The origin of the custom, ;. 
thus related : *In the year 1100, at Biddenden, in Kent, were bor, 
Elizabeth and Mary Chulkhurst, joined together by the hips wy,/ 
shoulders, and who lived in that state thirty-four years, at 1), 
expiration of which time one of them was taken ill, and after) 
short period died. The surviving one was advised to be separat..; 
from the corpse, which was absolutely refused, and about six hour. 
after her sister's decease she was taken ill and died also.’” 


27th March, 1819.—Moore, in his diary of this day, mentin< 
a good riddle by one of the Smiths, the celebrated authors of © 1), 
Rejected Addresses": “Use me well, I'm everybody ; serateh 11; 
back, I'm nobody—A looking-glass.” ; 


28th March, 1684.—Says Evelyn this day : “There was <5 
greate a concourse of people with their children to be touched fur 
the Evil, that six or seven were crush'd to death by pressing at th 
Chirurgeon's doore for tickets.” 


29th March, 1772.—Emanuel Swedenburg died this day 
He had prophesied the day and hour of his death to the people ir 
the house where he lodged. His faculties were clear to the last 
Hearing the clock strike, he asked his landlady and the maid, who 
were both at his bedside, what o'clock it was, and upon being 
answered, he said, “[t is well. I thank you. God bless you,” and 
then, in a moment after, he gently gave up the ghost. 


30th March, 1828.—This morning, a very numerous 
concourse of persons assembled at the Baptist Chapel, Prince's 
Risborough, to witness the baptism of nine adult persons. The 
number of persons present were computed at no less than 100, 
being nearly twice as many as the building was calculated to 
accommodate with safety and comfort. A crowd in one of the 
galleries having renee towards the front in order to observe t}..: 
ceremony, were admonished of the danger to which they subject«:i 
the structure, and one of the hind seats in the same gallery on whic): 
females were standing being broken with a crash and throwin: 
down those upon it, a general scene of confusion instantly took 
place. Those in the gallery next the windows began to break the 
glass and sashes, as outlets for escape. Some dropped out of + 
gallery window, and one of them had his leg broken by the fi1!, 
another had an eye knocked out, and a female hac her shoulder dis. 
located, but, providentially, no lives were iost. 


ee 

31st March, 1828.—Theodore Hook, under this date, says 
“An eminent auctioneer, not far from Great Whelnetham. in sellin 
a windmill by auction, by way of recommendation, observed, * The 
mill is ceded apon the summit of a beautiful eminence, towering 
beyond obstruction. She opens her nostrils at the atmosphere, and 
while she inhales the breeze, her revolving powers, at an immeasur- 
able rate, wheel the wealth into the coffers of her poxsessor.’’ 


lst April, 1813.—The cottin of Charles I., at Windsor, was 
opened this day, when the question of the place of his interment 
was set at rest. Aubrey says: “1 well remember it was frequently 
and soberly approved by ofticers of the army and grandees, that the 
body of King Ohara I, was privately put in the sand about White- 
hall, and the coflin, which was carried to Windsor, and layd in 
King Henry VIII.’s vault, was tilled with rubbish or brickbats. 
Mr. Fabian Philips assures me that the King’s collin did cost but 
six shillings—a plain deale coftin.” 


DEATH IN THE PIPE. 


(Three burglars have been arrestel through a policenan’s dodve of pointins a 

tobaceu-pipe at them, aud threatcuing to blow their brains out.— /olice hport.) 
Very ‘cute and astute was the wily P.-C., 
Who, on finding three men where they oughtn't to be, 
Pulled a pipe from kis pocket, and pointed it straight 
In a line with each tremulous trespasser’s pate, 
And exclaimed, in severe and stentorian strains, 
“ If you move half an inch, I will blow out your brains!" 


With regard to the felloWs who, all in a sweat, 
Made surrender on hearing the constable’s threat, 

1 have nothing to say ; their achievements, you sce, 
Must be settled by law. But [ think you'll agree 
That we seldom, in practice or theory, find 

Such a singular instance of presence of mind 

As is that which produces a pipe, and maintains 
That a pipe is a weapon for blowing out brains! 


But ah-ha! what is this?) By my side. as I write, 

Sits an anti-tobacconist crank ; and with quite 

A McCrankie-like staidness, he tells me—good man !— 

That the constable’s aerony 4 Barmecide plan 

Was more feasible far than I take it to be, 

“ For, of all deadly weapons existent,” says he, 

“Tis the pipe that the most notoriety gains 

For a murderous proneness to take airay brains!" 
a 


AND PITY 'TIS ‘TIS TRUE. ; 

“So help me never!” exclaimed Mr. Merrypebble as he laid 
down the Nar, “every body secs to be going in for divorce—Fox. 
Drummond, Howard de i ¥ 

“ Are they?” replied Mrs. M., with a tilt of her nose, “ well. it's 
a pity they're not cheaper. and within the reach of some people | 
could mention,” and she absent-mindedly fixed her gaze upon her 
own portrait standing cn the mantel-shelf. That was a gage vl 
battle, and Merrypebble knew it, so he growled : J 

“Half the men in the world are wall-eyed idiots for gettin; 


“No, I don't. I mean—”" 

“ Fiddlesticks! You don't know what you mean. JPefere mar- 
ringe men ker’ sober and behave themselves: they don't come 
home with golden hair clinging to their button-holes or make-u)’ 
—vh, yes; J know all about it—rubbed off on their left shoulders. 
Before marriage —-” 

“Before marriage sremen take care to conceal the fact tht 
they've got a temper like a cyclone working overtime: the me" 
don’t dream then that they put their teeth in a tumbler of col 
water on going to bed ——" 

; bs That's to prevent them snoring in their sleep like tug fos- 
horns. 

“In-deed! Well, that's ae il to sleeping in the afternoo 
in order to keep awake half the night just to pick quarrels wit 
their husbands about dirty, insignificant, tritling——" 

“Tritling! It's a pity there isn’t a glass in the hall that you 
night see in what sort of condition you came home last— 

“I could not have looked worse than you, madam, A woman of 
your age with your hair all in curl papers and with hairpins—it = 4 
good thing that you have the money to waste upon such——" 

“I have the money, Mr. Merrypebble, because 1 do not waste it 
Mion Mirgrachis inyself in the eyes of the neighbours as you—— 

“Madam !" 

“Sir!” 


* e * * 

The following morning little Billy Merrypebble told the littl 
boy next dour that his mother had a severe bilious attack, and [0 
father was stopping at home to mend the dinner service wiih 
“Giant Cement, 


Saturday, March 25, 1893.} 
THE LATEST CRAZE. 


[The latest terror we are threatenesl witir is the aristocratic coachman.) 


THERE Sanother 
new rage 

Upon Fashion's 
stage— 

A rage of the 
highest gen- 
tility ; 

For your coach- 
man must be 

At least six feet 
three, 

And must have 
an air of 
nobility. 

Whether gallop 
or trot 

How he drives it 
skills not, 

As long as he's 
full of hu. 
mility ; 

Yet with most 
charming 
grace 

He should wear 
on his face 


An air that's an air of nobility. 


This of luck is a stroke 
For swells who are broke, 
And seize it they should with agility ; 
For who'll do as well 
As a broken-down swell 
To put on the airs of nobility? 
——ee es 


CURRY AS IN INDIA. 

Ir was a white-haired choleric old gentleman, and he strutted 
into the big restaurant and flung himself into a chair, and issued a 
short, sharp, snappy word of command, which brought the knight 
of the napkin hurrying to obey his behests. 

+ Wait-aw !” said the old warrior, “ bring the menu.” 

The waiter placed the printed bill of fare before him, and hazarded 
the meek suggestion that there was a“ nice saddle o° mutton in cut.” 

But the old man’s glance had caught the legend “Curry as in 
India—Cooked by a Native,” and his eyes glistened joyfully as he 
jssued orders for the preparation of the savoury dish. 

By and by it came ; but oh! one look, one mouthful sufficed the 
now enraged diner. “ Wait-aw !” he shouted ; “ wait-aw ! here, what 
the deuce do you mean by bringing me this—this filth, eh, sir?” 

“Beg pardon, sir—curry, sir. You ordered curry, I believe.” 

“Curry—yes! You don't call this curry, do you?) How dare you 
advertise it as ‘as 
in India’) How 
dare you lie about 
it being ‘cooked by 
a native’? This 
isn’t a native's 
work, damme! 
This is some vile 
ereation of a 
miserable — here ! 
send the manager 
to me. 1 won't 
have it, I tell you! 
1 won't be swin- 
dled!" and, getting 
very red in’ the 
face and swelling 
almost visibly 
with righteous in- 
dgnation, the old 
hoy sank back in 
his chair and 
fanned himself 
violently with a 
bill of fare.” 

Ina minute or two the manager made his appearance, and the 
whole thing was gone over again. In vain that official protested 
the curry was everything curry should be; in vain he assured the 
irate customer that that was exactly the way it was served in Indin 

_“Confound it, sir!” thundered the old boy, “there's my card 
sir, there, ‘COLONEL PEMBERTON, late Bengal Staff Corps. Now, 
sir, now don't tell me [don’t know what Indian curry is. Don’t 
tell me this stuff has been cooked by a native. It’s a lie, sir, 1 say, 
alice! Pllexpose it all! I'll write to the Zimes——” 

* But, sir, L assure you he és a native.” 

“What part does he come from?” inquired the colonel, sharply. 

The manager paused just one moment. “From—er—from the 
Tunjaub. f think,” he said, hesitatingly. 

“fim! Well, 1 shall understand the fellow's language,” was 
inswer, “Dring him here a moment, and I'll just ask hima 
w little questions on Indian cookery.” 

“But sir, he—he’s not exactly—the fact is—er—the other cus- 
* might object—er——" 
* Then take me down to the kitchen.” 
This was awkward, but the manager was equal to the occasion. 
~Er—the fact is, sir.” he said, “I should be most happy to 
blige you, but I don't think it would be any use you going.” 
1! you know he could not answer me,” snapped the colonel. 
“That's just where it is, sir,” was the quiet reply.“ You sec, 
hoor Chumachee, that’s his name, sir, poor Chumachee is, unfor- 
unately—deaf and dumb.” 
—ee 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV.’ 
No. 91—KENNA MACKENZIE. 
SINCE captivating Kenna came, 
Such crowds approach the 
“Priv.” 
Each night, who fain would wild 
acclaim 
To her performance give, 
That five per cent. of them ocr- 
flow 
The spacions house ; and, rent 
With sobs and sighs, elsewhere 
must go 
Just ninety-five per cent.! 


Since captivating Kenna came, 
We at the door receive, 
From dudes whose hearts she's set 
ailame, 
Such loads of gifts each eve 
For her. that with their weight. 
alas! 
The call-boy's back is bent; 
And we have raised his weekly brass 
Just ninety-five per cent. ! 


Since captivating Kenna came, 
The folk who're blest with shares 
In our concern are wont to claim 
That they'll soon be millionaires. 
To them she's proved so true a friend 
That yearly, well content, 
They gather in a dividend 
(il uinety-five per cont, ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—_— 


WEsT CHEVINGTON, ACKLINGTON, NORTHUMBERLAND, 
March 8, 183. 

DEAR OLD-ALLY,—You have never before, 1 think, had the 
seen (2) of reading a letter from me. Tamia farm student up 
here, and it is vilely dull, Lean assure vou. Tam aure if it were not 
for the * HALF-HOLIDAY ” (which everyone should have, accord. 
ing toa well-known M.P.), Lam sure I should become a victim to 
melancholy, or some other sort of collie. 1 have already been 
bitten by the shepherd's dog ; 80 you see it isa case of “once bitten 
twice shy ;" but since 1 am more afraid of the ‘choly than the 
collie, L take your paper and drive away the former, and trust to 
Providence to keep me out of the way of the latter. By the bye, 
I] heard that your penance on Ash Wednesday was dve to your 
having had ‘em again the weck before. 1 sincerely trust and hope 
it is not truce, 1 must now close—With best wishes, 1 remain, 
yours, ete., ALF. REES, 


— -+—-—_— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 158.—HeE ForGets TO REMEMBER THE D5TU, 
SING usa song—a song, O Muse, 
Of the Blues, the Blues, the Rival Plucs! 
At early morn the Wreck did start 
From Mildew Court, with no trace 
Of aught but gladness in his heart, 
To see the yearly Boat Race. 
And on his way two hundred twos 
He swallowed of his favourite booze, 


Sing us a song—a song, O Muse, 
Of the blues, the blues, the bonnie blucs! 
Those blues were dresses worn by smart 
And sprightly girls at Putney, 
Which fired the foolish Fossils heart 
As if he'd fed on chutney. 
Aud still to many a saucy minx 
He proved his love by standing drinks, 
Sing usa song—a song, O Muse, 
Of the blues, the blues, the thriftless blucs! 
He blued a ‘monkey’ with a smile, 
And then he blued a ‘pony': 
Tle blued and blued and blued his pile 
Of “blunt” till he was stony. 
Mongst other things he lost a few 
Cool hundreds on the losing crew. 


Sing usa song—a song, O Muse, 
Of the blues, the blues, the stalwart blues, 
Those blues were three policemen bold 
Who, while Big Ben was pealing 
The midnight hour, beheld the old 
Panjandrum homeward reeling. 
Tle sloshed them when his way they barred, 
And now he’s in for six weeks’ hard, 


Sing us a song—--a song, O Muse, 
Of the blues, the blues, the baleful blues! 
Twelve merchants, by the blues oppressed, 
Have torn their hair and raiment, 
They hoped on Lady Day to wrest 
Their wonted quarter's payment 
From SLorer ; but, alas !—alas ! 
They now may whistle for their “ brass.” 
And, ere next year, they swear to take 
Strong means, with Asquiths help, to make 
The Rival Blues their race postpone 
Till quarter day is past and gone. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CBMRISTMAS APPEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £189 4s. 4d. 
SINCR RECEIVED:—ALLY SLOPER, Esq. F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
*A Rooster,” 1s.; TREWINSKI, 28, 6d.; “ANON” (Deane Rowl, Bolton), £1; 
ALG. CLOAKK, 2s. 6d.; G. A. FORDUAM, 1s,; Proprietor of “ALLY SLOVER's 
Haur-HOLIDAY,” £8 8s, 8d. 
Making a total received up to March Lith, 1893, £200, 


THE WORKMAN'S APPEAL. 
(The Lord Mayor recently presided over a meeting in favour of Sunday opening 
of museums and art gallerics.) 
A SINGLE day in every seven 
Is mine to use howe’er | list : 
The fetters from my limbs are riven, 
The shackles shaken from my wrist. 
So how shall I my Sunday spend ? 
I look around the town, and see 
Two places of resort extend 
Their kind and sheltering arms to ine, 
As beckoning me to hasten there 
For pastime, recreation, rest 5 
The tavern and the house of prayer— 
The worst of places and the best. 


I] Jove not in the church to hear 
Some lukewarm mumbler’s droning voices: 
I relish not the taproom’s cheer, 
Yet, woe is me! ‘tis Hobson's cho'ce, 
J seck the more congenial pines, 
And thus, on showery Sabbath days, 
The tavern lures me on apace, 
Till less 1 loathe its loath: 
Oh, hear, ye powers, my pleading ke 
And ope, to cheer my hours of rest, 
Some genial half-way house,— between 
‘The worst of places and the best. 


> 


HIS SCHOOL REPORT. 


“My son,” said the worthy parent. as he with difficulty suppressed 
a hiccup and addressed his youngest otispring, un gratified to 
learn from your schoolmistress’s report that, during the month of 
March, you have not been caned once.” . 

“Quite right, pa,” returned the boy, with a bright, glad look in 
his big blue eye. “and I'll tell you how we manages it, shall 1?” 

~ Do, my son.” 

“Well, ‘there’s on’'y me and Bill Rloodsawder and Tommy 
Houghchowder in the syndicit. We catches a few mice, takes ‘em 
to school, and keeps ‘em in our desks. When Miss Mildewmiffin's 
goin’ to cane a feller, we slips round to the desk and lets one of ‘em 
loose, Then she grabs “ald of ‘er petticoats and jumps up onto a 
chair and shrieks dark blue murder, and by the time the mouse 
has been trod on by somebody and squashed dead, the boy what 
was goin’ to be licked has become sich an ‘ero. a-protectin’® her 
from the enraged annymile, that she hasn't got it in heart tothrash 
him, and he gets orf. Oh, it’s real okey, I've done it loads o° 
times.’ 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
SPRING isn great changer of theological creeds, It converts a 
considerable part of England to Bud-ism, 
Tommy Burss's Table of * Long Measure”: Eighty feet diving 
—one diving feat. 
A Bitter Blow: Getting knocked down with a bottle of Bass's 


ale. 
TurF Puzzle: Tow is it that. in all races, the winning horse 


invariably runs fo(ujrth ? 


CLARA’S HEROES. 
(A Romance op To-Day.) 


CHAPTER IV. 


THE current issue of one of the Society papers lay on Clara 
She had just read a 


Mortimer'’s lap as she sat in her boudoir, 
paragraph in one of its pages 
which had excited warm 
emotions in her heart. The 
varagraph related to the gal- 
ant act of Mr. Charles M. 
Stecdman, who, a night: or 
two before, had gallantly 
leapt froma private box on 
to the stage and rescued a 
ballet girl from being burned 
to death. The incident was 
narrated with much vigour, 
and the gallantry of the gen- 
tleman was warmly praised, 

“A hero at last,” mur. 
mured Miss Mortimer, “1 
could have wished it) had 
been Harry Lawlor; but he 
appears to be too lazy to do 
anything in this world, and 
I may as well cast off all - 
thought of him. How gallant 
of Steedman—how noble!” 
And Miss Mortimer threw 
herself back in a luxurious 
day dream, that was undis- 
turbed till.a servant entered 
with a card ona tray. 

“Mr. Charles M. Steed- 
man,” she read, and said, 
* Show him into the drawing- 
room.” 

Hastily running up to her 
dressing-room, with heart beating and with flushed face, she 
quickly smartened up her appearance with the aid of the powder- 
pulf and the rouge-box, sad before three minutes had elapsed, was 
on her way to the drawing-room. 

As Miss Mortimer entered, Steedman rose to mect her. She shook 
hands with him with more than usual heartiness. and he seemed to be 
conscions of it. Steedman had long looked to the possession of 
Miss Mortimer's hand as‘a means of release from all his difli- 
culties, but he had feared to put his fate to the touch. There were 
others to whom she was equally civil, some to whom she was 
more civil,and her changed manner roused strange hopes in his 
heart. He knew not to what to attribute it nor did he care, 8o 
long as it was there, 

He resolved to make the 
most of the unusual sun- 
shine which had so suddenly 
illumined his path. 

“Miss Mortimer—" he 
said. 

* Yes,” said the lady, inter- 
rogatively. 

“I—1I have long loved 
you!” 

“Oh!” said thelady, “you 
startle me.” 

“Is there anything so 
startling to you in’ being 
loved?) [ fancy you have 
heard the same story before.” 

“Oh, well, IL never tell 
tales out of school, But 
your declaration was some- 
what sudden.” 

“It was not distasteful. 
was it?” 

“Certainly not.” 

“Will you return that 
love?” 

“I know not—yet.” 

“At least, you will allow 
me to hope, There is no 
one else?" 

“No, there is no one else 
-and you may hope. That 
far 1 will go, but no further.” 

“Tam content, Miss Mortimer. May I callyouClara?” 

“Not yet; at least, not in public. You are only taken on trial. 

“Still, I may hope for a permanency ?” 

“You may hope, certainly.” 

«T shall do everything in my power to please.” 

“Don't quote drapers’ circulars, please, don’t. But here come 
other visitors.” 

“The hero of the hour. Permit me to congratulate you, Mr, 
Steedman,” said Lady Parkinson, as she entered. 

“Thank you, madam, Lam proud to meet your approval,” he 
said, with a blush, as his eyes met those of Miss Mortimer, and 
he prepared to take his departure. , 

“Oh! it will eause you to be quite admired, I assure you,” 
continued her ladyship. 

“T look upon myself as one of fortune’s favoured sons.” 

“Of that there can be no doubt.” 

“Good morning,” said Steedman, with a bow; and, as he left the 
house, he muttered, “How did that old cat recognise that 1 was 
to be congratulated? 
IT am sure nothing in my 
looks showed her what had 
been the subject of con- 
versation between Clara 
and myself.” 

Musing thusly, Steed- 
man was brought to a 
standstill by colliding vio- 
lently with an individual 
coming from the op rosite 
direction. “Confound you, 
you clumsy—!”" 

* Tullo. Steedman ! con. 
gratulate vou, with all my 
heart —Victoria Cross, 
Albert Medal, and all 
that.” 

“For goodness sake do 
not talk like amaniac. If 
there is any sense in your 
talk. let me know what you 
mean.” By this time 
Stecdman was ina temper, 


Entered the drawing-room, 


Steedman rose to meet her. 


*Oh! come, now, no 
mock modesty. [t's all in 
the paper — gallant 


leap, 
heroic resene, and ali 
that! Fine. old fellow! 
Sav. was the sweet éreature 
you saved very grateful 2” —_ 

“Pshaw ! thet——rood- -———— 

bye. Could it have been 
that which Lady Parkinson 
nt? Can it be that which has made Clara pliable? No. no, 
it cannot be. LT eannot, L will not believe it. But then, how 
account for her sudden change of behaviour ?” 
(70 be continued nest week.) 


“Permit me to congratulate you.” 
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A STEP HIGHER. 


This | 


et 


f 


SAVOY 


1 BRAY, 
HUIBRA 
» Ee He, See that benevolent individual? He's made more 
Sasaroan Cleats poor women tweep than any man living. 
She, The wretch ! 
fh ) | ee He. M’yes—you see, he's the biggest mer-hant we've ee 
y ha = got in the onion trade, Vol. > 


{9 
No. 300.—Mn. Countierz Pocnps, F.0.S. 
“ Possessing as he does all the virtues and good points appertain- 
ing to humanity generally, Courtice Pounds can be traly desig- 
nated asa very fortunate individual. From childhood upwards 
his luck has been almost proverbial, and if he was not born with 
a silver spoon in his mouth, it was through no fault of his own, 
but rather that of his ts. Even when but e babe ii 5 
clothes, our hero was sexaow 


Haughty Individual. Tow dare you knock up against me, fellow ? ” Are you aware that I am Lord 
Dreadnought ? 
Seedy Individual. Blow me tight, guv‘nor, that's nothing! I'm the Prince of Wales! 


i 


NO “WRITING SCHOLAR.” 


“Say, George, what did your mother do when she foum! out 
you smoked?” “ Whs, she stopped my pocket-money and saved 
up all father's cigar ends for me.” 


——_ 


s U4, AND VAL ae iS a 
SUPPAREAN NAN NSEC 
Rey RSE RODE 
> . Me: v4 ow aS . 
. PONS ‘ () SEZIoK 
4 : 


N\ 
ie) No. D 
ni K, RNA ff) fy +. EY iS 3 LM 
SNe 
\ yy pe — (1) Farmer Stubbleerop. "Ere, George, these ‘ere heggs are a bit ‘off,,as you may job.—(3) Harrow my turnips! I'm blarmed if that'll do! I can't make nothink on 
TaN AA ste x say. I'm n-goin' to send ‘em to the parson for charitable pu: a kind of adver- it myself.— (4) (After the twentieth attempt), What! yer won't be Wrote, wont 
oa aye > ros § Pe tisement for the good of trade—d'ye see? Goan’ get yerself up tidy an’ decent,soas yer? Yer blank! blank! dash! blank! I‘ll write yer if I punch a hole through yer 
Lh-> you can take ‘em. Sharp's the word. (2) Now, I'll just write the d'rection as plain © —d'yer ‘ear ?——(5) George. Oi be ready, measter. Give us them heggs.—(6) Farmer 
Ta as plain. 1 ain't what yer might call a writin’ scholar, but I think Ican tackle this  Stubblecrop. Take ‘em, and don't come a-grinnin’ at me no more, or I'll split yer! 
AN) 
fy Ga AN EARNEST AP-PEAL. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. “sO YOUNG, , TOO!” 
DES 
feet 


Sy “ Al 
Wj on Easter 
h woman, 1 
“ tmnposture 


A FETCH’EM AOVERTISEMENT. 


‘ow, then, John, tell me this moment what I “ Look here, don't you call me Roverts.” “ Well, 


thrashed you for. although you have not scored much yet, by the e ‘ “Go on, my boy; look sharp! What are you waiting for?” Ta 
Joung Hopeful. Bo-0-0! if that ain't a gool un! Licks a feller way the table creaks, I should think you are about “I was just thinking, miss, what a pretty little foot you '* re ‘ackbone, MP 
within an inch of his life, and then dunno wot he's done it for. to make a big break.” No. 54.—Nancy. got.” with theese k 
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